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The Doll Collector 


Forlornly he stood before a shelf that was heaving with six inch models. All the greats were there - Angus 
Young, Motley Crue, James Hetfield - and now Dave Mustaine had been added to the ranks of those 


immortalised in plastic, a little memento that wouldn't disappear for a thousand years. 


Pushing his sunglasses further onto his head, David sighed as he looked at the little shrink wrapped, blister 
packed statue, red hair wildly frozen in mid-head flick, guitar brandished as if it might save his life. Even the 
trademark sneer had been caught for all eternity. 


With his sandy blonde hair cut shorter than most remembered and a slightly rounder figure to boot David 
knew, sadly almost, that he could pass for some fan or even someone buying it for their kid. Sure, he'd 
frequented this shop a fair bit over the years and his collection of Buffy the Vampire Slayer memorabilia was 
coming along nicely but still. He wouldn't have minded just one person asking his opinion on why Dave had let 
himself be cast as a tiny figurine and there were plenty of Ellefson's in the city for his credit card not to 


arise suspicion, something he wasn't sure was a good or bad thing this time around. He felt oddly.. forgotten 


Drawing out his cell phone, he quickly snapped a photo of the hundreds of little Daves. Specifically the way 
they had been ironically or forgettully placed next to Hetfield. David couldn't resist a snicker as he filed the 


photo away. He wasn't malicious but he would have loved to hear the howl of pain and despair if Dave ever 


saw it. 


It saddened him that Dave was going a little Gene Simmons on them. Custom guitars he could understand, but 
coffee and dolls and everything that would follow? That wasn't the Dave he knew and it was sailing a little close 
to the rocks for his liking. Sure, he'd done all the endorsements - the bass guitars and the pedals, instructional 
DVD's and magazine columns, but he would never lower himself to this. And the Dave he knew and loved 
wouldn't have done this either. That Dave would have laughed in the face of the manufacturer and snapped the 
little prototype into a million pieces. 


A little guiltily, David wondered if there would be other Dave dolls in this collection Heroin chic Dave? Foul 
mouthed Dave? Bible basher Dave? Or, for a mere million dollars, president Dave? But there would never be 


the true Dave, the |'m-in-love-with-my-bass-player-and-will-forsake-all-others (most of the time)-Dave. 


But that was all gone, faded away like burned celluloid, leaving behind a Shrinky Dink Dave. Plucking one from 
the shelf, David turned the toy over, wistfully reading the blurb on the back with just a hint of rose tinted 
glasses. It was decorated with photos of Dave and artwork depicting the world in the grips of a nuclear 


holocaust. The blurb read, 


For over twenty years one man has helped define the crushing sounds of thrash metal. While others have stumbled 
and fallen, he has remained true to his cause. Swamp Thing Toys (TM) is proud to present the Dave Mustaine 
action figure. Contains figure, stand, poseable limbs and Flying V guitar. 


He couldn't help but snort. He'd followed Dave's blog posts and, like everything in the red-head's life, David knew 
that he'd had ten dirty little fingers in this project. No one other than Dave would have written that little 
blurb. There was a bitter taste over the "stumbled and fallen’ quote, almost as if salt was still being rubbed 
into the wounds. He had never wanted to leave the band, nor Dave, but it had seemed the easiest thing to do 
at the time. Hindsight, he'd realised, was a wonderful thing. 


Still, he clutched one close as he headed for the checkout, a slight blush tickling his cheeks as he laid it down, 
the snarling eyes looking almost accusingly up at him from the counter. A smiling cashier, with purple hair and 


too many piercings looked at him with twinkling eyes. 
"For you?" she asked, slipping the itty bitty Dave into a bag. 


Returning her smile, David shook his head, strands of hair falling into his face. "No. It's a gift. My nephew," he 
lied. "He's a big fan" 


The girl's smile widened a little, the sparkle in her eyes growing with it. "Who isn't, right? $14.95." 


Rooting through his wallet, he handed over a twenty and waited for the change, free hand twisting the little 


bag around his fingers. 


The change was carefully counted into his outstretched hand before the girl commented, "He should get the 
original line up back together." Her face contorted a little as if in confusion and distaste at Dave's choice to 


disband them. "I liked the original line up, especially the bass player. He was cute." 


Her cheeky smile was still in place as he turned to go, his blush deepening as he she gave him a teasing wink. It 
made him giggle and lifted his spirits just a little as he headed for his car. She'd recognised him and he 
wondered what the gossip would be after work. Would she mention that he'd come in to buy one of the little 
Daves. Or would it be their dirty little secret? There were other things he needed from the shop, so he knew 
he'd have to make a return visit, if only to see what she said. 
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Above his computer was a little shelf. Normally it contained CD's - computer programs and games and demos 
of his and other bands - but now it had been cleared. With trembling hands, he carefully cut away the 
packaging from around the litte toy, trying not to break it as he assembled it. He didn't move it, refused to 
pose it other than the way it had come. Once it was all together, he placed it on the cleared shelf, dropping 
into his chair so he could look up at it. The little Dave looked down at him, as he'd always done, sneering as if 
to tell him silently of something he'd done wrong. But it was the way David wanted to remember him. 


~~n The End 


